Firebrand
physician who completely reassured him as to his health.
Finally, on February 6, 1857, in the Russian Orthodox
Church of Kuznetsk, Second Lieutenant Dostoevsky was
wed to Maria Dmitrievna Isaev. The couple immediately set
out for Semipalatinsk where Dostoevsky was to resume his
duties.
The nervous tension of these last days proved too much for
Feodor. Exhausted by the sudden alternations between hope
and despair, the petty worries and hasty preparations, at a
halt in Barnaul, he was shaken by a violent epileptic fit. He
writhed and pawed the air with his hands like a demented
creature, his twisted mouth slobbered yellow foam. A sudden
convulsion choked him. He was near death. And Maria
Dmitrievna was there, before him, witnessing this degrading
spectacle, frozen with fright and disgust. How could she love
this mysterious man who suddenly became a beast, who was
nothing but a beast? Her first marriage had nailed her to a
drunkard who came home hatless, perspiring, staggering,
stinking of wine, and \vho vomited stealthily; her second
marriage bound her to this sick man who rolled on the
ground, roaring and choking like a madman. Once again her
honeymoon had ended in an ugly farce.
A doctor urgently summoned stated bluntly that this was
an epileptic fit and prescribed a long rest. The couple spent
four days in Barnaul, in the house of a friend. Dostoevsky was
crushed by his new misfortune. Without knowing it, he had
betrayed his wife. Hoping to save her from a miserable exist-
ence he imposed on her one still more miserable; he had
killed every chance of love between them, yet they must
live side by side, protect each other, lie and feign affection.
Maria Dmitrievna was too proud to acknowledge her mis-
take before others. She wrote to her sister, "Not only am I